THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

as though an Archbishop should have found himself
supping with the chorus, and was making the best of it.
How much truth there was in T. P.'s stories I never could
guess. He was the most incorrigible gossip I ever knew;
and yet, when he was libelling the dead most out-
rageously, there never seemed to be any malice in him.
He liked people and collected them and stories about
them: in his own house, where he was a very gay host,
he assembled the most extraordinarily variegated parties
and managed to fuse them by his sheer common
humanity. . . .

All gone, and irrecoverable. But Bath it should be;
and with the rain pattering on the windows, I turned
over.